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_ IMMOLIN. 


, _ AN ORIGINAL TALE: 


(Continued. ) 


hntoxin shuddered at this brief de- 
bil of misery which was to last forever, 
While the Nun continued. Under the 
r title of sister Clara I have re- 
\ttived my pittance of meagre fare, un- 
§ “went in silence the reproofs and,pu- 
- | nts that is in the power of our 
‘ or Canoness to inflict; a creature 
a te mean a birth, that out of this con- 
or w scarcely dare approach me ; 
ore with sanctified hypocrisy she has 
— tpted the dignities of an office, said 
be conferred only on superior piety. 
40 imperious disposition, she ex- 
her authority, and severe fasts and 
Wi penance are the consequences of 
ni ing neglect; I have experi- 
tneed bs amt I have stooped to her 
Y indignant soul spurned her as 
"retch beneath me ; ad now, as a 
ee te my weary pilgrimage, 
of Montmarenno, dies on a 
* o straw’; and such, and in like 
ver, will also the Countess St. Or- 

















ville. She here made a pause, and 
Immoliu raising a tearful eye, said, does 
not St. Omer profess the religion of 
heaven? The Nun grasped her hand 
with emotion; No, my dear eredulous 
girl, no; It professes that which virtue 
views with disgust, and piety flies from 
in horror; “ the religion of Heaven con- 
sists in neither meat nor drink, but love, 
joy, and peace, in the holy-ghost.” The 
Novice threw her arms around her neck 
and wept; Clara feebly prest her to her 
bosom, and a pious ejaculation which 
her tongue refused to uttcr, hovered 
upon her lips. 


A deep silence ensued, and Immolis 
looking up, perceived that the spirit 
had fled. She gazed on the lifeless 
body, beautiful even in death, and saw 
with admiration, that the parting soul 
in its last struggle, had imprinted on the 
tenement it was about to leave, an hal- 
lowed smile. She saw the remains of 
youth and beauty, and styled the corse 
a faded Lily; she turned from it with 
regret, & softly whispered—strange in- 
consistency, she has died an Heretic 
and a Christian. She was about leay- 
ing the desolated chamber, to inform 
the convent that a sister was dead ; and 
now for the first time recollected, that 
this should have been done before, as 
the consecrated unction, which the Ca- 
tholics consider of material consequence, 
was esteemed of no use after the spirit. 
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had fled. She feared she might incur 
censure, being the only witness of Cla- 
ra’s last moments, not knowing that as 
a Nun she had committed that, which 
would have been appeased only by im- 
palement, but which as the rich heiress 
of St. Orville, and Novice of St. Omer, 
she was excused. She knew however, 
that no time was to be lost, and taking 
up the cross, and the rosary which the 
Nun had thrown aside as emblems only 
of superstition, she with trembling hands 
fastened it around her neck, and placed 
the cross between her yet pliant fingers. 
It was a pieus fraud, for had it been 
otherwise Immolin knew the conse- 
quences. It was a deed so free from 
bigotry, so fraught with human kind- 
ness, and purity of intentivn, that it 
seemed at once to say, “ Glory to God 
in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good-will towar..smen ” Fanatics might 
have looked oa and suppressed the 
anathema they would have denounced 
on her who performed it. 


She now made haste to wipe away 
the tears, which during this ceremony 
had flowed fast, and going to the apart- 
ment of the Minor Canoness, informed 
her of the death ofthe Nun. She hasti- 
ly arose, and with her accustomed 
train, was soon seen gliding towards the 
melancholy cell; and on perceiving that 
its lonely inhabitant was no more, she 
inhumanly exclaimed, addressing her- 
self to those who were with her; you 
see the end of pride and haughtiness, 
her pilgrimage is ended and she has no 
doubt, departed this life with sins heavy 
on her head. Immolin, who had ever 
been taught that maxim of true charity, 
“ tread lightly on the ashes of the dead,” 
indignantly exclaimed, addressing her- 
selfto the tnfeeling assembly, and at 
the same time pointing to the corse, 
Does not that sainted smile which il- 
lumines the face of death, tell the sur- 
vivor that he came not arrayed in ter- 
rors, such as the living picture him ? 
Does it not prove, that she died as Piety 


assured of heaven ? Unfeeling souls, J 


will never be a Nun. The Minor Cano- 
ness looked confused; she saw that the 





ay. 


| Countess St. Orville was offended, who 
without waiting a reply, left the cell, 
and returned to her own apartment; 
which she now entered with feelings of 
the deepest melaneholy, heightened by 
the indignation which she felt in havi 

witnessed the violation of that charity 
and benevolence, without which she 
esteemed professions of piety, “as 
sounding brass or a tinkling symbol.” 


She looked on her crucifix, whieh til 
now she had ever lield sacred, and con- 
sidered as a consecrated emblem of 
the divinity, with feelings somewhat of 
aversion: and tears clased each other 
down her cheeks as she advanced, and 
with trembling fingers touched it. On 
this foundation said she, have I been 
ever taught to build my happiness on 
| earth, my hopes of heaven; and now, 
' the death-bed of one whose last words 
were love, joy, and peace,” and the 
tranquillity of whose countenance still 
proves that her spirit is at rest, has 
uespised it as a symbol of idolatry, and 
pronounced it a religion which virtue 
views with disgust, and piety flies from 
in horror. 





Her soul now struggling with 
emotions and doubts, which she 
not suppress, arose to disturb that tram 
| quillity which she had so lately fanci 
| was secured ; she covered her face Wi 
| her hands and wept. She rema@ 
‘not long, however, before the Abbess 
| entered; it was impossible to hide her 

tears, and knowing that the Minor Ca 
noness must have informed her 
_of what had passed, she expected # 
haughty rebuke, instead of which she 
'saw with astonishment that t 
of the Abbess was bedewed with tear 


that had flowed in sympathy with hers. 





She advanced not to Tomolin, but 
seating herself, exclaimed, forcible i 
deed must be the last moments of mor 
tality, when they cause even 2 Pe 
stranger to weep with real sorrow. 
vice, said she, in conform 
cred duties of an office, which 
sworn to fulfil, I came hither @ 








he face 


ity to the sar 
have 
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encerning the death of Clara; you it| 
gems was the only witness, in what 
manner did she die? Asa Christian ? 
Did she die firm in the faith? She did, re- 
tuned Immolin, who now wept afresh. 

[believe it said the Abbess; I have 
ust left her corse, and never did I see 
ihe pallid face of a Nun bespeak such 

iting bliss. The joy of the spirit in 
being freed, has left even on its clayed 
terement a smile ineffable. Mother of 
Godshe ejaculated, crossing herself, re- 
wive this sacrifice, pure and blameless, 
fered up from St. Omer to thyself. 
Inmolin now felt relieved ; the Abbess 
appeared to think the Nun had died a 
good Catholic ; but she shuddered at 
ber ejaculation, for she well knew that 
%. Omer had nought to do with the 
ofering she had mentioned. 

She now drew near to her; dear Mo- 
ther said she, Clara has been a Nun some- 
time I believe ; had she always that un- 
lappyiook which has characterized her 
dilate? No, my child, returned the Ab- 
bess, far different. If is now about 
midnight; trim your lamp, and I will 


our convent is acquainted with. 
About nineteen years ago the Marquis 
D Montmarenno came to our cloister 
vith her, his only daughter, then a 
weautiful child about three years old; 
tele her with injunctions for us to 
fe her in the strictest rules of 
titholic piety ; he was a stern hard 
d man, and little Clara seemed 
regard him as a fearful something,that 
was glad to be freed from; and 
farted from him with no apparent re- 
met; but she soon began to grieve the 
“of her mother and accustomed 
‘mpanions, and the younger part of 
our cunvent Were frequently obliged to 
‘sume a childish playfulness, in order 
Wean her from her sullen moods. It 
hod, to rehearse the hours of child- 
; suffice it to say they succeeded ; 

“€ strict attention to her religious 
= her truly innocent, and blame- 
_. 3 800n gained her our love and 
ation, and she was esteemed a- 





5 US asa little prodigy, that pro- 
fomething worthy of the future. 


She was extremely lovely in her per- 
son, and hence she acquired the appel- 
lation of the Convent Beauty, a title by 
which she has ever since been desig- 
nated; though of late the hand of sor- 
row had made sad ravages, and hers 
was truly a faded form ; sixteen years 
she remained with us a Novice, and in - 
the seventeenth she was to take the 
veil. 

Her family now became desirous that 
she should once more visit her home, 
and take a farewell of the world before 
she quitted it forever. Clara, how- 


'ever, was totally indifferent to this ar- 


rangement, as she had by that time be- 
come so completely accustomed to her 
mode of life, that she had no wish to 
change it; she however acquiesced, and 
the time was fixed on for her departure. 
Previous to her going, she would spend 
whole days with me, and would fre- 
quently say, tell me, dear mother, is 
not the world full of vanities ? and may 
I not meet with some temptation, that 
may lure me to forget thee ? It was in 
these moments that I endeavored to in- 
stil into her mind the virtues of retire- 
ment, and painted in the liveliest co- 
lours, the seraphic beauties of the New- 
Jerusalem, whither we were all fast 
hastening ; and never failed to convince 
her, that sorrow, miseries, and misfor- 
tunes, completely enveloped the busy 
meddlers of the world; and on the. 
morning in which she left us, ske came 
to take her transient leave, as she styl- 
ed it, and advancing to me with a live- 
lier face than usual ; dear mother, said 
she, | have bound myself by so solemn 
a vow, that I shall not dare to violate 
it before the shrine of the blessed Se, 
Omer himeelf. I have this day kneei- 
ed and by all that is sacred, have pledg- 
ed myself to return; so away with these 
down cast looks my young friends, 
Clara issworn a Nun. At thoughts of 
parting, she could scarcely suppress a 
tear, and seating herselfin her carriage, 
was soon out of sight. 

We expected a hasty return, but her 
absence was prolonged to six months ; 
during that time what passed I know 








not; but she left us gay and beautiful 
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of gentle and endearing manners ; and 
returned faded as if by dissipation, her 
di-position soured and morose, her man- 
pers stern, haughty and unbending ; so 
greatly altered, that she was no more 
like the Clara we had known and lov- 
ed, than if such had never been; soon 
however, after her return, she request- 
ed that the ceremony of installment 
might take place, which was immedi- 
ately granted; she performed it in sullen 
silence, and at the conclusion, accord- 
ing to our custom, she kneeled before 
the altar, and while our holy priests 
were calling down bleesings on her head, 
she, with quivering lips and a frame that 
trembled with emotiov, solemnly pro- 
nounced herself a Nun of St. Omer ; 
she continued kneeling for some time 
in silence, after which she arose, and 
with more composure at the head of 
our pumerous sisterhood, Jed the way 
from the chapel; and on passing the 
threshold of the consecrated door, join- 
ed in the accustomed hymn te the vir- 
gin; she then returned to her cell, and 
from that hour, has ever been the sin- 
gular being you have known her. 

The Abbess here paused ; tears flow- 
ed fast from her lovely listener, and her 
own voice faultered, but she again con- 
tinued! As a Novice I dearly loved 
her, and in my worldly affeetions, she 
was the pride of my heart; as a Nun 
I pitied and respected her, but as a 
corse my former love is returned, and 
though I have heard: full oft the funeral 
knell, none ever sounded so mournfully 
as this of Clara’s. Masses shall be said 
and sung, and prayers shall ascend to 
Heaven for the repose of her soul, and 
the friend of the sorrowful shall grant 
them. 

“'fhe first grey tints of morning now 
began to dawn, and the soft chime 
of the Matin bell called for the pre- 
sence of the Abbess: she turned to Im- 
molin, who for the first time pleaded 
itidisposition, and excused herself from 
at‘ending. The Lady crossed herself, 
and hurried to the chapel; and Immolin 
to the ce Hof Clara. In true Catholic 
style she found the corse made ready 
for interment; twelve lighted tapers 


cast a halo round her form, her crucifix 
was laid upon her breast, and her ro. 
sary formed a girdle to confine her 
shroud. 

Immolin had been taught te consider 
these forms and ceremonies to be right, 
and she could scarcely suppress her 
tears, on seeing them thus profusely 
wasted on the dead body of one, who 
living had despised them; she now re- 
flected that she, who had died an here- 
tic, was about to be entombed with boly 
rites ; her feelings had become so com- © 
pletely weakened by being so long the 
slave of superstition, that her consei- 
ence now became alarmed, and she 
biamed the soft sensibility of an heart, 
which had prompted her to overlook, 
what she now conceived to be a crime. 

She kneeled down and leaned her 
head on the bier; | have done wrong, 
very wrong, said she ; why did I not 
endeavor to convince the dying sinner 
of her danger; why did I not hold up 
the cross before her eyes, and bid her, 
look on it and be saved ; but sheis now 
dead, said she, touching the cold body, 
and no power on earth can save her, 

Tell me thou who alone art witness 
to my struggles, am 1 not committingan 
heinous sin, in permitting an heretic to, 
rest in holy ground? She prayed, but her 
prayer seemed unanswered, for 00 i 
ly voice assured ber she had done right, 
and nought but a Catholic conscience 
smote her she had done wrong. 

She uncovered the face of the Nun, 
and, remembering the vow of friend- 
ship, which she had made her 
dying, and the consciousness that she 
was about to break it, and would there- 
hy commit sacrilege on the dead, 
forcibly on her feelings, and s¢¥ 
heightened her sorrow. 

Evi 
(To be continued.) 


The works of self-will, being forced, 
our interest in them is always 5°! 
but those which are wrought in us OF OY 
us, as instruments of the divine 

like the natural fruits of the earth, yl, 
" praise only to their author. 4 
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a— 
From the National Intelligencer. 


The only way of recommending ourselves 
tothe Diety is, by imitating Him as far 
ssweare able; and there is nothing by 
which we approach to a nearer resem- 
blance of Him, than by an active and dif- 
fusive 

BENEVOLENCE,” 


Accompanied with a Letter from a friend, 
in which a Story is told shewing the 
good effects of cuaniry. 


Bexevorence has its root jn the 
best affections of the heart Its prin- 
cipal nourishment is derived from pity 
end compassion for the distressed. Such 
is thestate of the world, and the condi- 
tion of man in it, that in no wne period 
jince the fal! has he been other than a 
dependent being. His infirmities and 
bis wants are co-existent with his jife. 
The man of wealth and the laboring 
Mechanic are alike indebted to each 
other: the enjoyments of the one are 
dependent upon the labor and sweat of 
the other: 


But it has pleased Heaven to diver- 
ily the conditions of men, as that some 
we rendered totally helpless, and there- 
forepositively dependent—not depend- 
ttupon their labor, for they are not 
ible to endyre it.—Such, then, are pe- 
arly the objects claiming the atten- 
tions of the humane and the benevolent. 
th these few remarks, and for the 
teasons ahave stated, I will make way 
bt the following letter from my friend: 
“Thave this day returned froma visit 
our Francis. He is the same affa- 
and delightful companion as when 
you and [ a a week with him last 
mer. One evening when rambling 
mthe borders of the river, he pointed 
‘house that stood on the other side, 
remarked —I never see that house 
my mind is impressed with feelings 
oe do not accompany a sight of 
war ieee. I asked whether there 
./ any thing paiticular connected with 
up such feelings? There con- 

8s, Frederick, said he; and I 

tl hare never before possessed 
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you of the story of Mrs. Romaine and 
her daughter.—I_ begged to have it then 
when he proceeded thus :— 

Mrs. Romaine was the widow of 
Benjamin Romaine, merchant of Bris- 
tol, who, after the peace of 1783 came 
to this country and settled in Philadel- 
phia. He there continued his merean- 
tile pursuits, and was universally re- 
spected, He was a virtuous and honest 
man. He soon became rich. 


His daughter, whose name is Amelia 
was the only concern of her mother, 
whase ambition was to make her ami- 
able and virtuous like heiself Her 
assiduous attentions, added to those of 
Mr. Romaine, who employed the best 
masters to cultivate the powers of Ame- 
lia’s miod, and to adorn her with all 
those improvements which are so be- 


coming and ornamental to her sex, were 
crowned «© ¢' happiest success.— 
She grew a lovely person, witha 


mind richiy stored with every virtuous 
and noble sentiment. 

During this time, Mr. Romaine had 
vested near'y all his funds in a cargo, 
and shipped it to the East Indies. The 
whole of it was lost! His mind yielded 
to the pressure of 89 great a calamity 5 
and he died. 

Mrs. Romaine and Amelia remained 
in Philadelphia till the narrowness of 
their resources admonished them to 
seek aretirement. They removed with 
two faithful domestics to the house I 
pointed you to. There they lived, un- 
noticed and unknown: Indeed it waa 
their choice, for they sought a refuge 
from “ the proud man’s contumely.” 

A camparisan of their present con- 
dition with theiy former independent 
and happy one, was enough to weigh 
them down; and ‘tis mast to be admir- 
ed, that the pressure of their sor ows 
did not hurry them to an untimely end. 

They lived in this retreat for about 
a year, when they were followed by 
one Edwards, whose wealth was im 
mense ; but whose unfortunate mind 
and clownish manners, together with a 


most ungovernable and tyrannical tem- 


per, rendered him odious. Mrs. Ro- 


maine knew bis character —[is object. 
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was to possess himself of Amelia—and 
he tovk this advantage of their calami- 
ties to obtain her. Amelia had six 
months before sold her harp, as the 
Jast source of revenue for the support 
of herself and mother. Edwards con- 
tinued his visits, and pressed his suit— 
though as often was it rejected. He 
exlled again and offered Mrs. Romaioe 
the half of his fortune, if she would pre- 
vail on her daughter tg become his 
wife Mrs. Romaine, with her usual 
dignity, replied—* that although she 
was poor—although her fortunes were 
humble, she could never consent to 
violate the feelings of her child. That 
poverty should never lessen her in her 
own esteem—nor the pressure of it 
cause her to forfeit that of others.” 
Edwards retired—but first added, that 
he should return in the morning, and 
for the last time. 

It was in the month of November, 
and the evening was cold and rainy. 
—The two domestics were both con 
fined with the ague, and unable even 
to build a fire. Mrs. Romaine and 
Amelia were their attendants. On re- 
turning that night about 9 o'clock from 
the apartments of her servants, Mrs. 
Romaine saw her Amelis. bending over 
the few embers that were in the hearth, 
her eyes streaming with tears. Mrs. 
Romaine caught her in her arms, and 
solicited the cause of her distress ?— 
* My dear Mamma, replied Amelia, 
the money I received for my harp is 
new almost gone—there remains but 
four dollars in the drawer. Our poor 
domestics are sick, and you and I are 
unable to procure any additional re- 
venue. it may please our heavenly 
father for our sakes to soften the rude 
and harsh features of his mind—(mean- 
ing Edwards) I might perhaps live with 
him at least a tolerable life. ‘To remain 
here we must both want. To-morrow 
he is to call for the last time, and al- 
though the idea of becoming the wife 
of a man I ean never love, distracts my 
soul—Yet, O my mother! we must 
soon feel all the calamities of our be- 
reaved and desolste condition.” Tears 
atopped her further utterance. Mrs, 













































Romaine pressed her to her bosom— 
and with tears exclaimed, “ No Amelia 
—nuo—the best and most dutiful of 
children—it can never be—your sym- 
pathies for your mother shall never, 
with her consent, lead you to such an 
union. Were he poor and virtuous, it 
would rejoice me to witness your mar- 
riage—but Edwards is too brutal for my 
veioved child. Hush up your sighs; 
dry up your tears; we have never, by 
any acts of ours, called for such venge- 
ance as that which seems to threaten 


as. God willrelieve us; repose in his ; 
Providenee, ny child—all will be well” 
Whilst she yet spoke, a rap was heard 
at the door; it was opened by Mrs. 
Romaine, when the servaut, who was 
ou horseback, handed her a sealed 
package. Oo opening it she recogni 
ed the writing of a friend of theirs ia 
Lisbon: it contained these lines: to 
ex 
“ My Dear Mapa, th 
“I take the first opportunity alter ra 
my arrival at Philadelphia to condole 
with you on the loss of your excellent 
husband ; [knew him well—and | lov ‘os 
his yirtues; I have by mere acejdent illo 
understood that you have gone from res 
the city into retirement. I will see you digy 
as soon as I can ride into the country. ae 
Meanwhile I beg you will atcept of the Abe 
enclosed trifle, as a tribute of my si te 
cere regard for you, as well as the Ron 
esteem I entertain for the memory of tran: 
your departed husband. whey 
se Mortimer. dlain 
“P.S. Tell Amelia I have afrien yey 
who will accompany me.” John 
error 
The package contained $1000. The ® 
mother and the daughter, thus prove ¥ 
dentially relieved, in a momeat of # is T 
deepest gloom, and from the most pole er B 
nant distress, presented their joint a ling 
knowledgments to Heaven for $0 :. 
and gracivus a deliverance. aah 
Suffice it to say, Mortimer’s friend fouris) 
on seeing Amelia was won ak Wefiul 
charms; and in a few months ‘ aad thr 
in the possession of so much exce™®™ | Bf mmbe, 













The sun of prosperity again shone 
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years with increased splendor. No 
ple ever enjoyed a greater share of 
happiness afterwards. 

Thus we often times, by our benevo- 


lent contributions, relieve sufferings of | 


which we are ignorant ; and chase away 
the most gloomy and afilictive clouds 
from the brows of the virtuous and in- 
pocent. Freperick. 


——EE EEE 
REV, DR. DWIGHT. 


end said, ‘ what glorious thoughts? In 
like manner the 14th, L5th, and part of 
'the 16th chapters of John were read~ 
jat the conclusion of each he directed 
| his brother, in his usual way, to * go on;’ 
lin the whole, evineing that his mind’ 
‘remained unimpaired. During the read- 
‘ing of the last chapter he appeared to 
jhave such increase of pain, that his 
brother, foreseeing that his end was ap- 
proaching, closed the book and told 
him that he believed he was dying. 





The following interesting extract of a let- | 
ter, relating to the last moments of the | 
rey. Dr. DwicuT, is selected from a} 
new paper,” entitled “ the Genesee Par- | 
mer,” printed at Moscow, Genesee Coun- | 
ty, in this state, by Mr. H. Ripley, late of 
this city. 


“ A rew days since I communicated 
you the tidings of the death of our 
excellent friend Dr. Dwicur. Since 
then, I have received from his brother | 
many additional particulars, which will 
doubtless be interesting to you. 


“Mr. D. was with his brother econ- 
stantly, during the last few days of kis) 
illness, which, though attended with ex- | 
treme pain, he supported with the same | 
dignity, fortitude, and ehristian resig- | 
mation, which has adorned his life. 
About five hours before his death he 
requested to have the 8th chapter of 
Romans read to him ; he corrected the 
translation in one of the verses, and 
When the chapter was finished, ex- | 
tlaimed, ‘ these are glorious consolations.’ 
He then directed the 17th chapter of 

n to be read; corrected a similar 
tor in the translation there, and at the | 
Sang! | 

b The editor gays, “the publication of | 
this Paper commences in less than thirty | 
months after the first blow was struck in 

§ Out our village of Moscow. The 
Was then a thicket of wood, without a 
in habitation, At present we havc a 
ing little settlement, in which many 
Wl arts and professions are exercised, 
iad three schools established, at which the 
Mmnber of scholars is nearly eighty. 


* Do you really think so?’ was his reply 
—it may be so, but I should hardly 
suppose my strong constitution would 
give way at once.’ 


‘* On being reminded that his chris- 
tian friends would expect some declara- 
tion of his faith and hopes at that hour, 
in his reply he meant evidentiy te sub- 
stantiate what he has frequently said in 
his sermons, that a man’s dying with 
high hopes and apparent consolations, 
may be deceptive. Neither is it any 
conclusive evidence of lfis state if he is. 
without them. This remark, I think, 
showed the true dignity of our friend’s 
character. He was sensible to the last, 
and from the motion of his lips, and a 
few words which were occasionally 
heard, he was evidently engaged in 
prayer. He was asked, a short time 
before his death, (in order to ascertain 
if hig senses were perfect,) if he knew 
his brother. He replied, though very 
faintly, ‘ yes,’ and appeared to endeavor 
to articulate his name. After this he 
was not disturbed, and shortly expired 
without a groan. In his death I think 
we may safely say we have lost one of 
the wisest and best of men. We know 
that in all the various relations of do- 


|mestic life he has seldom been surpas- 


sed. Previous to his decease, at the 
request of his family, lie gave directions 
with respect to his numerous manu- 
script works, His answers to questions 
on that subject were written down by 
a friend. On being asked by one of the 
Professors whether he had any direct- 
ions to leave respecting the college, or 
any request to make to the corporation, 
he replied, ‘ that he bad only to say, if 
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they were sztisfied with the system of | 
government and management under | 
him, he wished it might be continued.’ 
It is now ascertained, by examination 
of the body, that the disease of which 
he died was a cancer in the bladder— 
incurable from the first.” 


EEE 
From the Genesee (New-York) Farmer. 


RAPID IMPROVEMENTS. 


We could hardly leave a more ioter- 
esting memorial to the next generation, 
than the anecdotes which might be col- 
lected,of the amazingly rapid increase of 
the Western District of this State.They 
would show a contrast between the 
state of things vow, and thirty, or even 
twenty years ago, to which hardly any 
thing else of the kind, in the history of 
the world, bears any comparison. 

It may be a little more than thirty 
year since Judge White, with a few fol- 
Jowers,pushed into the then remote wil- 
derness of Whitestown ; and we know it 
to be less than twenty-six years since 
the ground, which is now Utica, was 
covered with thick and towering forest 
trees. A single log-house was then the 
only building, where now there are two 
or three banks, and several churches— 
compact squares of buildings, and pav- 
ed streets, thronged with the agents of 
a busy commerce. And the county of 
Oneida has its College, its various and 
extensive incorporated manufactories, in 
glass, woollen, cotton, &c.; its canal 
navigation, and, generally speaking a 
highly cultivated country, and a rich, 
numerous, and respectable population. 

We think it may be about twenty-six 
or twenty-seven years sincé the best 
lots, fronting on Canandaigua street 
sold at one dollar per acre, and lots of | 
forty arces immediately in the rear of 
them at twenty dollars the lot. We! 
will not presume to say at what price | 
our neighbours would now hold their 
building lots. We know of twenty-eight 
Square rods being sold for 1250 dollars. 

Tbe Indian Chiefs who thought ef 
disputing the passage of Sullivan’s army 
over the outlet of Canandaigua lake, are 
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notall old men yet. At this day is the 
county of Qntario probably the first 
country county in this state, in popula- 
tion, and perhaps in wealth second to 
none in the United States, unless it be 
Lancaster, in Pennsylvania. 

The rapid growth of Buffalo, Roch- 
ester, and many other places, bas heen 
equal or more rapid. We are told that 
a very small building lot in Rochester, 
lately sold for 3,000 dollars. About 
eleven years ago the visitants to Nia- 
gara Falls were obliged to pass one 
night in the woods, for want of a house 
to lodge at. At this day a great partof 
that road is a continued village, and the 
commerce of the lakes enables the bank 
of Niagara to pay specie for its notes, 
amid the general scarcity. 

Those who are better acquainted 
than ourselves with the progress of our 
settlements, must be possessed of many 
facts, relating to the subject, which, 
twenty years hence, would be heard 
with the deepest curiosity and interest, 
For the honour of the age and people 
which have achieved these miracles of 
colonization, they ought to be recorded. 

Let it be added, with just pride, that 
no people but the Americans, have ever, 
settled a new country with similar suc- 
cess. Canada, nursed and nourished 
with the resources of Britain, still droops, 
South-America, with 16 or 17 millions 
of inhabitants, has hardly a seminary 
of education, save monkish cloister; 
and not long ago it was thought wondery 
ful that a single literary journal sbould 
be published in Peru, Russia has sve- 
ceeded only a little better., Webe- 
lieve that several important. new seltle- 
ments established by the resources of 
that great empire, and fostered by: 
partiality of its absolute lord, have final- 
ly failed, or but partiality succeeded: 

It is only our own countrymen ¥ 
have been able so suddenly to transplant 
wealth, arts, learning, and religious 
stitutions—the comforts of domestic, 
and the refinements of civilized life,iot 
the bosom of the native forests, and 
in a moral, as well as literal sense, 
make “ the solitary place glad, and 
wilderness to blossom as a rose.” 
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_ #SHUT THE DOOR.” 

In the season of Winter, a few re- 
yarks on the subject of the above guo- 
talion may not be inapposite. Much 
jnconvenience and great mischief fre- 
quently result from what are termed 
trifling errors; and although no very 
serious evil hes ever arisen,to my knowl- 
edge, from the neglect which so fre- 
quently requires this command, still it 
cannot be denied, that in the aggregate 
much yexation and real inconvenience 
result from it. It often excites, besides 
disagreeable feelings, hard scolding, and 
sometimes wicked gwearing.—lIt  irri- 
tates and vexes—it makes us peevish 
and cross. 

It is indeed of no trifling consequence 
ina gold winter’s day, to have one’s 
door kept open for a third or fourth part 
ofthe time; and more especially when 
that door directly communicates with 
the “ wide world.” 
mitted in five minutes than can be ex- 
pelled in two hours. Hence we are | 
compelled to a greater consumption of 

and experience the loss of com- 








More cold is ad- || 





fortable feelings. 
‘The sum of good manners isto do | 
ing, unnecessarily, which is disa- | 
peeable to others. Yet how often at | 
this season of the year, is this rule vi- | 
dated, in neglecting to “ shut the doer.” 
John Slovenly often comes to my | 
on errands ; but, let the weather | 

ever so cold, John must stand | 
with the door half way open until he | 
delivered his message, and receiv- 
his answer—If we are comfortably 
vam John makes his appearance, we 
—— to be uncomfortably cold ere 
leaves the house. Solomon Bashful is 
Mother Plague in winter. He, tov, 
must always stand with the door open | 
is business is accomplished—evi- 

tly for the purpose of securing a 
at in case of attack. Ask Solomon 
dame to the fire, and shut the door : 
®, thank ye, I an’t cold, I am going 

* minute,” is all you get out of So- 
the ah And as for Betty Glibtongue, 
rn ways begins her long tale when 
., 8%ing, and with the door half 


fore the latch is brought te the ketch, 
and her tongue between her teeth. Jack 
Lazy has a mortal aversion to shutting 
any door after him. He must do his 
business, and then, if it be not too much 
trouble, when he goes out, Jack will 
shut the door—or you may shut it after 
him. Plague on such folks in cold wea- 
ther. 

Again—my boy Tom (till I learned 
him better) was in the habit,if a stick of 
wood, or pail of water was to be bro’t 
in, of constantly leaving the door open 
till the thing was accomplished. Tom 
thought himself warmer out of doors, if 
he could see his way clear into the house 
again. Betty, whether her business 
was down stairs or up garret, must 
always haye the doors open ; for it was 
comforting to her, if she was cold, to 
| reflect that the rest of the family were 

in a fair way of becoming so too. And 
| even my good wife Jemima (uot often 
| though) makes a slip in this way ;_ but 
as Ttook her “ for better for worse,” it 








‘is neither prudent nor becoming in me 


to say much on this particular. 
Indeed, as you may well suppose, 
from what has been said, I have had 
_ sorry times of it in cold weather. It is 
, true, of late [ have effected considera- 
ble reformation within my own juris- 
| diction ; but the world still goes on in 
| the old way ; and as I[ have much to 
do with it, and it with me, Ihave ample 
| cause with the rest of my neighbors, of 
complaint, and am often compelled to 
ery oo “ shut the door ! shut the 
door ! 


This subject may be thought a tri- 


i fling one by some, to lecture the world 


upon in the public papers; but I mis- 
take if the majortty at this time do not 
feelingly join me, and often cry out, 
* shut the door!” On this subject, I 
think it high time to call tho thought- 
less and imprudent to an account. In our 
houses of public worship, (especially 
since it has lately become fashionable 
to be running in and out during the 
whole time of service) as well as in our 
private dwellings, this too common mark 
of ill breeding is becoming more and 








» talks one into a fit of the ague he- 


/ more observable. 


It ig shameful con- 
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duct,let it be practised by whom it may ; 
and it highly behoves heads of families, 
and teachers of youth, to impress upon 
the minds of those ever whom they 
have control, {and upon their own minds 
too,) the gross impropriety of the neglect 
here complained of.—The eradication 
of this trait of bad manners will be of 
more benefit to the community, than 
all the antick capers learnt at dancing- 
schgols in the space of an age. 
A Friend to Good Manners. 








THE FISH CALLED THE WHALE 
KILLER. 


A writer iv the Daily Advertiser 
during the last week, referred to an 
account of the Whale Killer, given by | 
the hon. Paul Dudley, in the Philoso- 
phical Transactions of the Royal So 
ciety. It may be found interesting to 
our readers. 


*“ The fish that prey upon whales, 





and often kill the young ones, are by |! 


the whalemen called ill:rs. These 
killers are from 20 to 30 feet long, and 
have teeth in each jaw that lock into 
each other. They have a fin in the 
middle of the back 4 or 5 feet jong. 
They go in company by dozens and set 
upon a young whale, and will bait him 
like so many bull dogs: some will lay 
hold of his tail and keep him from 


threshing, while others lay hold of his} 


head and bite and thresh him, till the 
poor creature being thus heated, lolls 
out his tongue, and then some of the 
killers eatch hold of his lips, and if pos- 
sible of his tongue. 
killed him, they chiefly feed upon the 
tongue and head; but when he begins | 
to putrify they leave him. Tis killer 
is undoubtedly the Orea,that D.¥ rangins 
describes in his Treatise of animals. 
His- words are “that whea an Orea 
pursues a whale, the latter makes a ter- 
rible bellowing like a bull wheo bitten 
bya dog.” These killers are of such 
terrible strength, that when several 
boats together have been towing a dead 
avhale, one of them has come and fast- 





Ss 
away down to the bottom in an instant, 
And sometimes again they have bitten 




















After they have! 


hi 





ved bis teeth in her, and carried her} 


































out a piece of blubber & feet square, “1 
which is of that toughuess, than an irog tabl 
with little barhs being struck into jt that 
will hold till it draws the boat under lord 
water. The killers are sometimes tak. han 
en, and make good oil, but have no ther 
whale-bone. at 
VARIETY. , 4 
i pam 
REMARKABLE TIME-PIECE, i, | 
In 1765, Mr. Norton, of St. John’s st, Z 
(Lon.) executed for his majesty, agree- indi 
ably to the directions which he had re- pa 
|| ceived, a curious tin.e-piece, of which a, 
|| the following description was given in trou 
some of the journals:—* This clock pam 
has four faces, the first and principal of 
which shows true and apparent time, 
with the rising and setting of the sun A 
every day in the year, by a morning but 
horizon, which consequently shows the happ 
Jengthening and shortening of the days; paay 
it likewise shows the time of the day it to 
in several parts of the earth. The se- ed | 
cond front has a solar system, which said 
shows the motion cy the planets intheit J #ter 
orbits, according to Copernicus. The sip « 
third shows the age and different phases ed, a 
of the moon, with the time of the tides ! onl 
at thirty-two different sea ports. The and ¢ 
‘fourth and last, by a eurious retrogade 
/motion in a spiral, shows every day of Fo 
the month and year, and likewise the 
| months and days of the week, with ap LU 
propriate emblems, The calculations In 
| and numbers for the wheels for the solar _ 
system, were given by Dr. Bevis; 4 But 
the designs for all the dial plates, with Could 
the numbers and calculations and me We’ 
of performing the moon and tides, Y §. 
the ingenious Mr. Ferguson.” 
ANECDOTES. 
A young clergyman having buried 
S wives, a lady asked him how he bap" While 
pened to be so lucky? Madam, replied And 
he, I knew they could not live witho Whe \ 
contradiction, so I let al of them hart {n 





theit own way. 





‘atered; when I was rich, if I madea 


LUTION To CHARLES’ CHARADE, NO. 3. 


_ We'd strinc our lute in love’s delight- 
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The late Samuel Foote could say } 
any thing of any body, or to any body | 
When he was once at Lord Kelly’s | 
table, a gentleman present complained | 
that the beer was rather cald ; “ get his, 
rdship to dip his nose into tie tan-_ 
jard,” said Foote, “ and if ke keeps it 
there half a minute, and the beer does. 
aot boil, it must be fire-proof.” 


{ 
! 


} 
j 





A country school-master, by the 
name of Bascom, was asked by a schol-, 
uw, named Eels, for a copy to write af- 
ter~The master headed the paper with 
the words ** Eels and trout are very, 
indifferent fish.” The boy followed his | 
copy until he came to the la-t line, | 
which he wrote as follows: “ Eels and 
trout are very indifferent fish till Bas- 
tom,” 


| 





A person who had once been rich, 
but was sunk in the abyss of poverty, 
happening to sneeze, some of the com- 
puuy mistook the sound, and supposing 
itto proceed from avother cause, curs- 
‘td him for his indecency.—* Alas !” 
said the poor fellow, “ how times are 


‘lip all the company supposed I sneez- 
td, and cried bless thee! But now, when 
lonly sneeze, they mistake the matter, 
ind ery curse thee !” 
<p oe 
For the New-York Weekly Museum, 


hh ancient days the Lute had sweetest 
sound, 
But now alas! tis rarely to be found ; 
Could we but once recall those happy hours, 


ful bow’rs. 
Eviza CAROLINE. 


ANOTHER ANSWER. 


While no wind whistles over the hill ; 

And no murmur is heard near the rill; 
Vthe warbler of evening* is silent and mute, 
{n my heart I rejuice at the sound of the 


Lute. ¥ 
eee 
Philomel. 








The Peasant has ceased to rejoice ; 
Farewell to the sound of his voice ; 
His lute shall no longer with melody ring 
A heedless young minstrel has broken the 
STRING. 


Ye maids of the pitiful eye, 
Accustomed to weep and to sigh, 
Your sorrowing bard claims the meed of a 
tear, 
For his Lute-strinc is broken, and 
ceas’d his career. 
SultLenroc. 


[Answered also by “ A.S. T.” “ Catua- 
RINA,” and “ Dewry.”’) 





SOLUTION TO CoRNELIA’S CHARADE. 
The Mr t is useful to prepare our food, 
And feed the poor with necessary good. 

In this inclement season of the year, 
A Town a scanty pittance would appear. 
Methinks our Poet’s name would sound as 
well, 
Had Cornelia given it but one el. 
Euiza Caro.ineE. 


————_— 


ANOTHER ANSWER. 


Cornelia I admire your skill! 
Grind the last letter off the Mrtt— 
One single row connect unto it ; 
And Miu row is the wish’d for poet. 
R. 8S, C. V 


[Answered also by ‘ Puese,—‘J. L.’ 
‘Samue, W—.’ and A. S. T.] 


— —— — — 


CHARADE, 


My frst is what the married wish, 
And happiness imparts to Lords : 

My next takes captive many a fish, 
My whole amusement oft affords. 


CoRNELIA 





ANOTHER. 


My fist beheld a Cleopatra die; 

My second prompts the virulent reply ; 

My «hole the wish of every friend to fame ; 
A verb am L: pray what may be my name? 


R. 8S. C. V. 








ee 
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Seat of the Muses. 


From the Auburn Gazeite. 


THE ROSE OF THE VALE. 


4s Moravia’s sweet vale ; at the foot ofyon 
mountain, 
A sweet scented rose bush the same did 
adorn ; 
Whose roots, in profusion partook of « 
fountain, 
Whose boughs lent their fragrance to 
sweeten the morn. 


Surcharged with sweet nectar, its foliage 
was gleaming, 
The mother of dew-drops, attended the 
scene ; 
The tints of Aurora, sweet goddess, were 
streaming, 
Which cleath’d in meek splendour, the 


neighbouring green: 


Now, Sol had arriv’d at the eastern horizon, 
And shed his soft radience aloft on the 
hill; 
In one burst of effulgence, the valley ap- 
prising, 
He soon would reflect his bright glance 
on the rill. 


Thus fostering gently, kind nature indul- 


gent, 
Ordain’d it to blossom and bear a sweet’ 


rose ; 
Which gently unfolding, in beauties efful- 
gent, 
Proclaim’d in soft accents the graces 
repose. 
The hawthora submissive, on nature attend. 
ant, 
Expanded its blossoms, the sweets to 
receive ; 


Whilst the blooming Narcissus with chrys. 
taline pendant, 
Despairing of Union, departed to grieve. 


With a bowl of sweet nectar, the Muses 
surrounded, 
To view the bright prospect, and sweets 
to inhale ; 
All felt the soft impulse, by beauty con- 
founded, 


And drank a good health to the rose of 
the vale. 











oa 
A SUNG—ascriBEp TO Lorp Spences: 


In the following song will be found the union 
of harmony, of versification, delicacy of 
sentiment, and a finished expression, up. 
usual in compositions devoted to festivity, 
Its perusai wiil particularly interest those 
of our readers who recollect its recitation 
by Mr. Ogilvie, during his late visit tp 
Boston.— Boston Cenzjnel, 


—_ 


Wuew the black-lettered list to the god 
was presented, 
The list of what fate for each mortal in. 
tends, 
At the long string of ills the kind Goddess 
relented, 
And slipped in three blessings—wi/s, ¢hil- 
dren and friends. 


In vain surly Pluto declared he was cheated, 
And justice divine could not compass bet 
ends, 
The scheme of man’s penance he swore was 
defeated, 
For earth becomes Heaven with wife, phil- 
dren and friends. 


If the stock of our bliss is in etranger hands 
rested, 
The fund ill gecured oft in bankruptcy . 
ends, 
But the heart issues bills which are sever 
protested, 
When drawn on the firm of wife, childres 
and friends. 


The soldier whose deeds live immortal in 
story, 

When duty to far distant latitudes yer 

With transport would barter whole ages ° 


glory, 
For one happy hour with wife, children 0% 
Sriends. 


Though valor still glows in life’s waning & 


bers, } 
The death-wounded tar, who his colots 
defends, 
Drops a tear of regret, as he dying reme™ 
bers, 2 
How blest was his home with wif*s chil 
dren and friende. 
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descends, 

The merchant still thinks of the woodbine 
that covers, 

The bower where he sat with wife, chil- 
dren and friends. 


The day-spring of youth, still unclouded 
* with sorrow, 

Alone on itself for enjoyment depends, 
But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrows 


, No warmth from the smiles of wife, chil- 


dren and friends. 


letthe breath of renown even freshen and 


nourish 
The /aure/ that o’er her favourite bends, 
Werme wave the willow and long may it 
flourish, 
Bedewed with the tears of wife, children 
and friends. 


létus drink, for my song growing graver 
and graver, 
To subjects too solemn insensibly tends ; 
letus drink, pledge me high, love and vir- 
tue shall favour 
The oe we fill to wife, children and 
iends. 


Oe 
From the Middlesex Gazette. 


ee 


FAME, WEALTH, BEAUTY AND 
RELIGION, 


Victor, what avails the wreath 
That erst entwin’d thy brow ? 

Alas! those flow’rs no longer breathe, 
For death hath laid thee low : 

_ Ab! what avails the storied urn 

That blazons forth thy fame ? 

That sculptur’d vase to dust shall turn,— 
Oblivign blot thy name. 


~ What too avails those scars so deep, 
Receiv'd in battle-fray ? 


sweep 
Thy valor’s proofs away: 
what avails the poet’s song 
That sounds thy praises forth ? 
The Poet’s head shall rest ere long 
Vpon its mother earth. 


“They're proofs of valor ?”—Time ahall 


285 
z = 
Though the spice-breathing gale o’er his {) Av’rice, what avails thy dreams 
caravan hovers, Of happiness in gold ? 
Though around him Arabia’s whole fra- Thy fun’ral torch already gleams, 


Thy days on earth are told: 

What now avails thy hoarded wealth, 
Is it with thee inurn’d? 

No—* Naked from the earth you came, 
“ And naked hast return’d!” 


Beauty, what avails the rose 
That decks thy dimple cheek ? 

Age on thy head shall strew his snows, 
And death his vengeance wreak : 

; And what avails thy form so fair, 
Or eyes so dazzling bright? 

That form shal! waste ’neath sullen care, 
Those suns shall set in night. 


But blest rEL1G10N, much avails 
Thy hepe of bliss in Heav’n; 
For though the barque, by adverse gales, 
On death’s dark shore be driv’n, 
Yet thou canst smile~ thy steady eye 
Can pierce the cheerless gloom, 
And view, through dark futurity, 
The day-spring of the tomb. 


=< 
MERCY. 
BY SELICK OSBORN. 


To crown creation’s mighty plan, 
The Almighty mandate thunder’d forth, 
“ Let procreant earth produce a Man /” 
And strait the creature sprang to birth. 


Health, strength and beauty cloth’d his 
frame, 
He mov’d with majesty and grace ; 
A bright, a pure angelic flame 
Ilum’d each feature of his face. 


Upon his brow sat calm repose, 

His eyes with love and mildness shene ; 
! Till a grim band of imps arose; 
And mark’d the victim for their own. 


There Hate, in livid hues portray’d 

The gnashing teeth, the bloodshot eye ; © 
Here curst Ingratitude display’d 

The foulest blot, the blackest dye. 


And Aearice, ambitious too 

To plant her odious image there— 
Sast o’er his cheeks a sallow hue, 
i And wrinkled marks of worldly care. | 
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In wrath th’ Eternal view’d the strain 
Which mark’d the offspring of his word, 

Spurn’d the weak wretch with high disdain, 
And bade stern Justice lift the sword! 





But Mercy, Heaven’s loveliest child, 
Imploring, knelt before the throne ; 

Alternate pray’d and wept, and smil’d, 
With angel sweetness all her own. 


Then turn’d to Man, with kind embrace, 
And wept to see his dire decay ; 

Her tears fell plenteous on his face, 
And wash’d the hideous blots away ! 


———— EE 








NEW-YORK, 
SATURDAY, MARCH 1, 1817. 
— esl 
Intelligence. 
on else ol 


By the British Packet, arrived here 
on Monday, Loudon accounts to the 
18th Dec.—and by the brig Superior 
from Bordeaux, French accounts to 
the 8th Jan. have been received. 

France, it is said, was then in a very 
tranquil state—that the harvest had 
been much more abundant than had 
heen expected, and that flour was only 
12 dollars per barrel, and that grain 
had fallen considerably in price. 

Wheat is said to have fallen also in 


England, $ or 4 shillings sterling on the | 


quarter (8 bushels.) 

A very alarming riot had taken place 
in London, the 2d of December, of the 
poor and laboring classes, whose suffer- 
ings are said to be without a parallel, 
for the want of business and the want 
of food —The city of London had sent 
a spirited address to the Prince Regent, 
in which they set forth that their pre- 
sent and accumulating grievances can 
no longer be supported, calling loudly 
for a reform in the British Parliament, 
as the only way “ to allay the irritated 
feelings, and prevent those misfortunes 
in which the nation must inevitably be 
involved, by an obstinate and infatuated 
adherence to the present system of 
corruption and extravagance.” 

To which the Prince Regent, (among 
other things) said “I shall resort, with 


the utmost confidence, to the tried wis" 
dom of Parliament, at the time, which, 
upon the fullest consideration I have 
thought the most advisable under the 
present circumstances of the country} 
and I entertain a perfect conviction 
that a firm and temperate administra- 
tion of the government, assisted and 
supported by the good sense, public 
spirit, and loyalty of the nation, will 
effectually counteract those proceed- 
ings, which, from whatever motive they 
may originate, are calculated to render 
temporary difficulties the means of pro- | 
ducing permanent and irteparable ca- 
lamity.” 

The Prince Regent, had directed a 
donation of Five Thousand Pounds, for 
the relief of the poor at Spafields and 
its vicinity. 

An arrival at Charleston, brings ac- _ 
counts to the 2d of Jan. from London. 
The riot then is said to be almost for- 
gotten. Wheat, per 70 Ibs. 20s. sterl. 





In consequence of the sudden ex- 
treme cold that set in about the begin- 
ning of Feb. immense quantities of Cod- 
fish have been thrown upon the shore 
dead, in the neighborhood of € 
May—many thousand waggon loads it’ 
is said, may be got within a few miles 


shore side. And the wild ducks are 
said to be so affected with the cold, that 
a dog will take 3 or 400 a day—but » 
that they are not eatable, they are 8? 
very poor. | 
The late uncommon fine weather 
that we had until the middle of Jan 
no doubt continued on our coast unust- , 
al numbers of those fishes, until they 
were suddenly overtaken and rende 
torpid, or killed by sudden cold. 


EXPORTS OF THE UNITED STATES 

From a statement of the Secretary, 
of the Treasury to Congress, it appears 
that the value of the Exports of the Ys — 
States, for the year ending the goth of 
Sept. 1816, was 81,920,452 dollars, of 
which 64,781,896 were of don 
materials, and 17,158,556 of forelg™ . 
. —Of the domestic products exported, 








1,293,000 were the produce of the 


from the point of the Cape on the sea ° . 
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ry, Parents’ Frienp” by Philecius, 
ars ed, and will appear next week—as 
U. if The (selected) Nun” by Rinal- 
of Bone have room. 
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tin, 1,049,000. 
ported to the possessions of foreign 
, the largest amount ($9,184,558) 
was to those of Great-Britain ; the next 
largest (12,138,135)to those of France ; 





the next largest (8,589,718) to those 
ofSpain; to Holland and its colonies, | 
609,524; to the Hanse Towns and 
ports of Germany, 3,534,500 ; to Portu- 
pi, Brazil, &e. 2,270,389 dollars. The | 
total exports from the several states | 




























mtioned, was in the following propor- 








| 
tion :— 
From New-Hampshire 140.293 | 
Vermont 892,594 | 
Massachusetts 10,136,439 | 
Rhode-Island 612,794 | 
' Connecticut 593,806 
New-York 19,690,031 
New-Jersey 9,146) 
Pennsylvania 7,196,246 | 
Delaware 56,217 
Maryland 7,338,767 
Virginia 8,212,860 
North-Carolina 1,328,735 
Sonth-Carolina 10,849,409 
Georgia 7,511,939 
Ohio 1,305 
Louisiana 5,602,948 
District of Columbia 1,680,811 
Territories of the U.S. 65,622 





$ 81,920,452 
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The New Soup House in Fravklin-st. 
Marthe Arsenal, has furnished since its 

ment, the 16th of Feb. to Wed- 
y the 26th (10 days,) 41,411 ra- 


me Soup, and 5,279 rations of 
Bread. 
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es addressed to “ Miss ——,”’ un- 
Signature of S. partake, we think, 
of the * tender passion” to in- 


and territories, during the year before | 
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sof agriculture, 53,354,000; of ma- NUPTIAL. 
pofactures, 1,755,000; of uncertain of. |) = 
The total amount ex- MARRIED. 


By the rev. Mr. Whelpley, Mr. Floyd S. 
Bailey, to Miss Eliza A. Keese. 

By the rev. Dr. Romeyn, David Randall, 
esq: of this city, to Miss Lydia Mix, of Nor- 
wich, (Con ) 

By the rev. Mr Mitchell, Mr. Joseph 
Freeland, to Miss Mary Harwood, of this 
city. 

By the rev Mr. Lyell, Mr. John Hender- 
son, to Miss Eliza Van Sice, all of this city. 


By the rev. Mr. Perine. Mr William Bur- 
rows, to Miss Phobe Ann Munson, both of 


, this city. 


By the right rev bishop Hobart, Nathan 
M‘Vickar, esq. to Miss Catherine Bucknor. 
By the rev. Mr. Schzefler, Philip Jacobs, 
esq. aged 80 years, to the amiable Miss 
Eliza Brown, aged 18, both of this city. 
“ Son of Venus, little Cupid, 
** Do you think I fear you now, 
** O no, no, I’m not so stupid 
‘* In vain at me you bend your bow.” 


At eighty years, thus Philip sung: 
But when E)iza’s face he saw, 

And heard the magic of her tongue, 
His cold resolves did quickly thaw: 


But what the dickens! some folks ask, 
Caus’d the maid to fancy him, 
It were, indeed, a hopeless task 


To answer for a G1rL1sH whim. 
LTE 
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DIED. 


Mrs. Susannah Lewis, wife of Mr. Daniel 
Lewis, aged 23 

Mr. James Blanchard, aged 87. 

Mr. William Ashley, aged 67. 

Mrs. Margaret C. Byrne, wife of Doctor 
R. M. Byrne, aged 29 

Mrs, Lucy Bishop, wife of Mr. Daniel L. 
Bishop, aged 36. 

Mr. Samuel Hopkins, of Mass. 

Mr. Solomon Schureman, aged 32. 

Mrs, Sarah Parkhurst, wife of Mr: Jabez 
Parkhurst, aged 45. 

Mrs. Euphemia Jay, widow of the late 
Frederick Jay, esq: aged 59. 

At Belmont, Wayne county, Penn. Samuel 








the pepeeality of our readers. Ava 


‘ti er communications are under 
on. 





Meredith, esq. aged 76, formerly Treasurer 
of the United States, under Gen. Washing- 
ton’s administration. 
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PARTING WITH FRIENDS. 


A letter from Dr. Franklin to Miss Hub- 
bard, on the death of his brother Mr. 
John Franklin. 


IconpoLe with you. We have lost 
a most dear and valuable relation.— 
But it is the will of God and nature, 
that these mortal bodies be laid aside, 
when the soul is to enter into real life. 
This is rather an embryo state, a pre- 
paration for living. A manis not com- 
pletely born until he be dead. Why 
then should we grieve that a new child 
is born among the immortals—a new 
member added to their happy society ? 
We are spirits: that bodies should be 
lent us, while they can afford us pleasure, 
assist us in acquiring knowledge, or do- 
ing good to our fellow creatures, is a 
kind and benevolent act of God When 
they become unfit for these purposes— 
and afford us pain instead of pleasure ; 
instead of an aid, become an incum- 
brance, and answer nove of the inten- 
tions for which they were given, it is 
equally kind and benevolent that a way 
is provided by which we may get rid 
of them. Death is that way. We 
ourselves, in some cases, prudently 
chovse a partial death. A mangled, 
painful limb, which cannot be restored, 
we unwillingly cut off —He who plucks 
out a tooth, parts with it freely, since 
the pain goes with it; and he who quits 
the whole body, parts at once with all 
pain, and possibilities of pains and dis- 
eases, it was liable to, or capable of mak- 
ing him suffer. 

Our friend and we were invited a- 
broad on a party of pleasure, which is 
to last forever. His chaise was ready 
first, and he is gone before us. We 
could not all conveniently start toge- 
ther; and why should you andI be 
grieved at this, since we are soon to 
follow, and know where to find him? 
Adieu. 


—<— 
REMEDY FOR DUELLING. 
In a war in the 17th century, be- 


tween Gustavus, king of Sweden, and 
Sigismund, king of Poland, the practice 











of duelling rose to such a height, both, 
among officers and privates in the Swe- 
dish army, as induced Gustavus to pub- 
lish a severe edict denouncing death 
against every offender, and by a strict 
execution of the edict the evil was ef- ue 
fectualiy removed. When twoof th 
generals demanded permission to decide 

a quarrel by the sword, he gave a seem- 

ing consent, and told them he would 


be an eye witness of their valor and 


prowess? He accordingly appeared, but 
accompanied by a public executioner, “4 
who had orders to cut of the head of the ay. 


congueror. ‘The high spirited co 
ants, subdued by such firmness, fell on = 
their knees at the king’s feet; were or- to1 


dered to embrace each other, and con- 

tinued friends to the end of their lives, 
—Rus. His. Mod. Europe, p. 108. 
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INDIAN CUSTOMS. Tor 
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It was, a few years since, a custom 
of the Mohawk Indians, to bury their 
dead in a sitting posture, and with their 
faces tothe East. The occasion of 
this was a tradition, that at some future 
‘day, a great man would appear in the 
East, and call the dead to judgment — 
This posture they deemed the most — 
convenient for rising; and by 
their faces directed to that part 
quarter of the heavens, it was intended y 
that they should see the great map 2% 
soon as he should appear. A suicide 
was buried with his head dowowards, 
and his face towards the West. 
reason of this, being requested, 
answered, that it was to remind 
when called to judgment, that he had 
been the murderer of himself. " r 
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Is published every Saturday, as usual af 
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